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ing of the sequins, succumbing to the'heart he had
maligned.)
Nests of pink, turquoise, lemon-and-cerise
powder puffs nestled in pools of black georgette.
Battalions of silver foxes knew they had been
reduced to the ranks.
The London dusk accepted the lights of small
windows,
Lisa had lived in Poland and in Wiltshire. To her
London seemed an enormous animal, rumbling
under the houses, rumbling under the river.
"I would have gone to the Albert Memorial," Lisa
said to Sarah, "if it hadn't been stolen by Lytton
Strachey."
"Writer steals statue/' Sarah agreed. "It seems a
little hard, since we can hardly hope to see 'Sculptor
steals book'!'*